possible.    So the two Pilsudskis formed some clubs of   33
workingmen in Wilno, teaching them to read and write
Polish.   It meant prison if they were found out.    They
hid it from the family lest it endanger them.
The memory of these boyish activities at the glwinaz-
jum was very dear to Pilsudski in later years. He
loved Wilno for its beauty and its architecture, but for
another reason—because there formed and matured in
his soul plans for action in behalf of Poland. No won-
der he spoke of Wilno with such tenderness.
Toward the end of his gimnazjwm* years Pilsudski
first heard of Socialism. It became the fashion at that
time, brought to Wilno, strange as it may seem, from
the east by university students returning from St. Peters-
burg. He read something of its theories, but was frankly
bored by the vague, misty talk of the Russian books. It
was all theory, flattering to Eussia, but somehow not
suited to an oppressed nation.
Madame Pilsudska's health was broken. She had a
long illness. Though he was hard up, her husband
wanted to take her south, but the doctor said it was too
late. At the end of the summer of 1884 she died. She
was young to die—forty-two. For her favorite son it
meant the loss of a mother, of his best counselor and
friend. With his grief he felt a great sense of respon-
sibility.
All Ms life Pilsudski had the most tender memories
of her. In a talk to his old soldiers he once put into
words something of the depth and the beauty of his
feelings:
Waking in fear, the child's first glance falls on its mother,
bending down to caress her child, to soothe it, and smother
its sobs.
I have always thought that man going down to his grave
takes with him his cherished memories, to whisper to his
weary head of all lasting and cherished experiences. And
he will find among them one great truth. That truth is a
mother's love.

